2     HAUPTMANN AND SILESIA
Und Er tat's! Da brack das Gold in Menge herrlich leuchtend aus des Morgens Toren, hochster Freude hochste ward gehoren, alles wird ein seliges Gedrange*
Shortly before Christmas four village children, draped and muffled in white, had been received at Wiesenstein with their Christ Child's cradle and had recited the simple old Christmas sayings. That had been the custom for many a year.
When the playful children discovered Hauptmann's twelve-year-old grandson, Arne, among the spectators gathered in the hall, the one playing the part of Knecht Ruprecht,^ who was no older than Arne himself, addressed him with a pretended gruff ness that was quite effective: "Y'oughta pray!"
Little Arne, who usually lived in South Germany, did not understand the Silesian dialect immediately; but then, unabashed, he said the Lord's Prayer. And his grandfather, touched by the ancient customs of his homeland, surreptitiously shed a few happy tears.
Hauptmann had also spent Christmas Eve in a cheerful state of mind. He had seated himself in an easy chair with the old-fashioned solemnity that he was fond of displaying on special occasions. Beside him sat his wife, Margarete, and his faithful friend and mentor, Dr. C. F. W. Behl, who had been living in Agnetendorf for two years. Hauptmann's secretary, Anni, and the three servants stood in the background. Mrs. Ellida Behl, an accomplished violinist, took her place by the piano, where the highly-talented little Arne was already seated. Together they played the second movement of Bach's A minor concerto. Later Hauptmann said, "The boy's visit is my best Christmas present." He was exceptionally moved, according to Dr. Behl, to whom I am indebted for the description of these Christmas holidays.
"Is he having premonitions of death?" I asked his old friend. "Or is he worrying about the coming catastrophe that now seems inevitable for Germany?" Behl looked at me. We were united in our love for Ger-hart Hauptmann and understood each other perfectly as far as the old Merlin was concerned. Behind his glasses Behl's kind eyes were filled with a grief that I had never seen there before.
"Since New Year's Eve he has been an entirely different person," he said quietly.
The old man's peace and harmony of mood were indeed destroyed. He seemed to have lost all his composure. Did he have a foreboding of his approaching fate, still shapeless in the distance? We have no authenticated word from his lips during this period.
*And He did it! A golden glow then shone / glorious from the gates of morn, / highest of high joys was born, / and all the blessed throng around the throne.
tA folklore character who accompanies St. Nicholas and classifies the good and the bad children.